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floating towards the black pavement. In all his life he
had never been so surprised by the appearance of snow>
and for one absurd moment he found himself wonder-
ing who had made it and who was responsible for
tumbling it into the City. He hurried away now, and as
he went the snow came faster and shook down larger
and larger flakes upon the town. Before he had reached
Angel Pavement, not only had it whitened every cranny,
but it had stolen away, behind its soft curtains, half the
noises of the City, which only roared and hooted now
through the white magic as if in an uneasy dream. It
was so thick that Mr. Smeeth was no longer one of ten
thousand hurrying little figures, but a man alone with
the whirling flakes. The snow was storming the City
and all London. In Twigg and Dersingham's, they had
turned on the lights, but they could still see a queer
dim scurrying through the windows. Mrs. Smeeth, in
her little dining-room up at Stoke Newington, watched
it with delight and remembered her childhood, when
they had cried, "Snoxv, snow faster, White alabaster."
Mrs. Dersingham, who had been shopping in Kensing-
ton High Street, had to shelter from it in a doorway,
and was wondering if it had caught the children. The
Pearsons, secure in their warm maisonette in Barkfield
Gardens, stood at the window for a quarter of an hour,
calling one another's attention to the size of the flakes,
for there had never been anything like this in Singapore,
Miss Verever, who had missed her usual visit to the
Italian Riviera, wrote another angry little note to her
solicitor, because it was he who had insisted upon her
staying in London. Lena Golspie, in Maida Vale,
watched it for a minute or two, then switched on one
of the big shaded lights and curled among the cushions,

